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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


Ore of our Esteemed Contemporaries 

asks pleasantly ‘Who dug up John Sher- 
man?’ ‘The question is natural enough. The 
breast of the American citizen must be agitated 
with pained surprise as he gazes upon the Hon. 
orable John wrapping the war-clouds of the 
late Rebellion about his hoary head and leaping 
upon the stump to hurl his maledictions against 
the persistent and monotonous peace that will 
obstinately brood over our beloved country. 
High in the calm midsummer air he waves the 
ensanguined ensign of sectional discord, and 
the vacant spaces of the universe send back the 
echos of a speech left over from the speech- 
season of 1861—before the Honorable John 
girded on his armor and went down south to 
crush out the hydra-headed monster of Rebel- 
lion.* : 

+ 
* * 

Gazing upon the thrilling spectacle of this 
belated yet patriotic enthusiasm, the American 
citizen may well inquire, plaintively, even sad- 
ly: “ Who dug up John Sherman?” Nay, he 
may even go a step further and ask: “Why 
was he dug up?’ It is sweet to know that the 
Honorable John loves his country; it is sweet 
to know, now, in 1885, that he disapproves of 
the secession of 1861. It is a great joy to know 
that the Honorable John is all right on this 
subject. But this is a busy season. It is time 
for harvesting. ‘The crops must be got in. It 
is very inconvenient for the people of this great 
nation to have to stand still, just at the end of 
summer, to listen to some remarks about the 
Solid South that would have possessed much 
more contemporaneous human interest had they 
been made along about ’59 or ’60. 





* N. B.—He has not gone yet. 





A little accident at a friend’s table. —** Oh, don’t 
mention it—I never give a thought to such trifles, 
I assure you.” 


IT MAKES A BIG DIFFERENCE WHERE YOU 
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In the restaurant.—Waiter spills a dryp of 
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water on the table-cloth: «¢ 
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Some true, devoted friend of the Honorable 
John’s ought to take him by his aged hand and 


him something in this way: “John, you are far, 
far off the trail in this matter. This secession 
business came to a head about two dozen years 
ago. There was a war then, and it was all 
fought out, and the South was everlastingly 
licked. You weren’t there, John; but this is 
the testimony of the ablest Southern soldiers 
who were left around at the end of the war. 
You had better go and talk to them about it. 
You can find them easily, John. You won’t 
have to go abroad to find them in foreign mis- 
sions. ‘There are lots of them right here at 
home, engaged in business, and doing pretty 
well, John, even under a Democratic adminis- 
tration. 
* . * 

“ You are off the main line, John. Ycu are 
on a side-track away down in the woods, ‘That 
noise you hear is not the shriek of the casti- 
gated African. It is the wail of the Whang- 
doodle, mourning for the days that are gone. 
That other sound borne on the south wind is 
not the swish of the hickory withes as they de- 
scend upon the back of the Northern settler in 
South Carolina. It is the cheery song of the 
cotton-gin and the pleasing scrunch of the 
sugar-press, And that strange note that you 
catch when you bend your generous ear to the 
ground does not come from the South, John. 
It is wafted to you from Augusta, Me. It is the 
requiem of the Jubjub bird over the grave of 
the last man who tried to make political capital 
by stirring up sectional strife. And J. G. B. is 
on his tomb-stone, John. 

% ' * 

“The guerrillas of Col. Mosby are not run- 
ning the government of the United States, John, 
although you are quite right in your recollection 
that Col. Mosby was appointed to office under 
a former Republican administration. The 
gentleman who is in charge of the Executive 
branch of this government comes from Buffalo, 
N. Y. He was invited to undertake the job 
last November. He was invited largely by Re- 
| publicans. He is at present doing his duty and 
| administering the government on Civil Service 











lead him away into a still place, and talk to | 


| Reform principles. You don’t know what Civil 
| Service Reform principles are? No, indeed, 
you don’t. Nobody ever supposed you did. But 
| they constitute the lesson for the day, John. 
| ‘The public doesn’t care to hear about the un- 
reconstructed South. ‘Take the soap out of your 
mouth, John, and go off for a while, and study 
up Civil Service Reform. ‘Try to keep up with 
the times, John, even if you don’t make a 


noise.”’ 
* 


* * 

When a man stands on the street-corner and 
tells the passers-by the exact figure of his yearly 
income, he is likely to be set down for a fool 
and a nuisance. There is no need of explain- 
ing why this is so; everybody understands that 
such a performance is against good taste and 
common-sense, Why, then, do our newspapers 
of the new school persist in airing their private 
business in the sight of the public? Of what 
concern is it to the people at large that the 
Daily Whoop has 2,750,393'/, circulation, and 
that the Dazly Howl has a “ high-water mark” 
of 1,473,927° Possibly the man who adver- 
tises in one of these papers has a right to know 
what circulation his announcement is getting; 
but if he demands such information, and it is 
accorded, the whole business is clearly a confi- 
dential matter between him and the newspaper 


proprietors. 


* 
ok * 


Of course, the Daily Whoop has a perfect 
right to boast of its circulation, and to invite 
the entire world to come in and look at its 
books. Of course it has a right to engage ina 
squabble with the Dazly How/ over the question 
of which sells the more copies. But what be- 
comes of the dignity of the Daily Whoop and 
the Daily How/, supposing they ever had any? 
And even if they never had, which is probable, 
are they not compromising the dignity of jour- 
nalism in general when they stand on the street- 
corner and bawl out their private business to 
the hurrying throng? And are they not tempt- 
ing themselves to build up an unwholesome and 
short-lived success by illegitimate means, in or- 
der to keep up their little game of bluff? It 
looks sc to us. For certainly such methods are 
| unworthy of the profession of journalism and 
| of the business of newspaper-publishing. 
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A RATHER SARCASTIC PROFESSOR. 





It is generally pleasant to give advice; but a 
man sometimes gets sick of it when put on 
double duty. Professor Sandstone, who had 
come to the village of Whitefield to teach 
school, was made painfully aware of this fact. 
Being a stranger of some reputation in a seques- 
tered rural neighborhood, he was soon regarded 
as a walking compendium of varied wisdom and 
a flowing fountain of sage counsel. He was 
consulted about all sorts of things, and, natur- 
ally, was often called upon to advise about mat- 
ters concerning which he was profoundly ig- 
norant. All this’ was, of course, flattering to 
the Professor’s vanity; but the excess of the 
compliment became fatiguing and provoking 
In addition to the oral advice which he had to 
give, he was compelled to answer letters of in- 
quiry on various subjects, and to peruse and 
criticise the virgin manuscripts of callow gen- 
iuses. ‘These requests for criticism on written 
productions were very irritating to the Pro- 
fessor, especially when he had to pay a part of 
the postage to get the communications out of 
the post-office. One day he received the fol- 
lowing letter from a young poet: 

Prof. E. L. Sandstone—Dear Sir: 

I wish you to advise me on a subject of the greatest in- 
terest to myself. I began recently to write poetry, and 
am astonished at the facility with which I can turn it 
out; and, to be candid, most of my productions seem to 
possess extraordinary merit. I have decided to write 
poetry for the magazines, and wish your advice as to the 
best way of going at it. Please inform me of the indi- 
vidual needs of the leading magazines, and their methods 
of dealing with contributors. Would it be best to sell 
my poems by the line or by the page? Please reply at 
your earliest convenience, and oblige, 

Yours truly, J. HAMPTON JONES. 


‘To the above letter the polite Professor sent 
the following reply: 


WHITEFIELD, August 31st, 1885. 
J. Hampton Jones, Esq.—Dear Sir: 
I have received your courteous epistle of recent date, 
and hasten to reply. It affords me a pleasure bordering 





on rapturous enthusiasm to give young writers—especially 
young geniuses—the best advice that I can command, | 
and it is very gratifying to my pride to have you call on 
me in this way. I am perfectly familiar with the inner 
workings of all the standard magazines, and enjoy an in- 
timate button-hole acquaintance with the editors. Owing 
to a limited and decreasing supply, there is at present a 
buoyant and excited demand for magazine poetry. In 
view of this fact, it is evident that you began to versify at 
a most favorable time. You have a golden opportunity 
before you, and will doubtless step into a splendid repu- 
tation. ‘ 

While the monthlies all want poetry, they are at pres- 
ent particularly eager to get hold of a particular variety— 
the moral, didactic, and semi-religious sort; and I would 
advise you, for the present, to confine yourself to the 
manufacture of this brand of the Parnassian staple. You 
might train yourself for it by reading Wordsworth’s ‘ Ex- 
cursion”’ and Young’s ‘* Night Thoughts,” until you be- 
come thoroughly saturated with them. ‘Then pick a rainy 
day and write with blue ink, and you will be apt to turn 
out a product that the magazines will snap up with the 
‘keenest relish, 

It would be best to sell your stuff by the line. Some 
of Longfellow’s poetry brought ten dollars a line; but a 
beginner ought to be satisfied with two dollars. Always 
send a lengthy explanatory and exegetical letter with each 
manuscript, giving a detailed account of the article and 
a few interesting items about yourself. Sometimes the 
editors are so delighted with these explanatory letters that 
they buy them, along with the manuscript. When you 
send your first article, it will be best to inclose a brief 
autobiographical sketch of yourself, with a few references 
as to your sobriety and moral character. This is not re- 
quired; it is simply a thoughtful and courteous way of 
giving the editor something to read. 

You will observe that I send this letter in a big en- 
velope, and inclose with it a tiny slab of sheet-iron, 
seven by three inches in area, You will discover, after 
a brief examination, that this trinket is not destitute of 
weight, and you will recollect—if your memory 1s not 
treacherous—that you paid thirty cents in stamps when 
you took the letter out of the office. 1 contrived this de- 
vice simply to foster in your young mind an early habit of 
liberality and cheerful giving. 1 appreciated the value 
of such moral exercise when I paid two cents to get your 
letter out of the office. 

Please write to me whenever you need advice. Indeed, 
I should feel offended if you were to seek counsel and 
guidance from outsiders after having applied to me in the 
first instance, 

Yours with respect and admiration, 
E, LAWRENCE SANDSTONE. 











THE NEW LAW VS. THE POOR. 








*¢ An’ is it puttin’ thim wires undtherground they’re afther doin’? Faith, 
if Oi hang me claus up undtherground the divvil ’ll be afther ’em.” 


Nor THat KinpD OF 
STORY. 

“That was a very re- 
markable story about the 
circus-clown,”’ observed a 
tall, solemn-visaged man 
in the hotel corridor. 

“ What was it?’ asked 
one of the listeners, 

“They say he was cast 
away on a desert island, 
where there was not one 
particle of food or fuel. 
He lived there, strange as 
it may be, for two years 
before he was rescued.” 

“What did he live on ?” 

“ He roasted his chest- 
nuts and ate them.”’ 

“Yes,” again interrupt- 
ed the other: “but how 
did he get the fuel to cook 
his chestnuts ?”’ 

“ Young man,” retorted 
the tall man, with dignity, 
after an awkward pause: 
“T am not telling a wood 
story.” 


EXPLAINED. 

AUGER (@ young author).— 
“ There seems to be a con- 
spiracy against me among 
the publishers.” 

GIMLET.—“ How so ?”” 

AuGer.— “ They have 
all of them declined the 
same thing.’’ 
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Out in the billows the fat woman splashes, 
And music all through her soul tenderly goes, 
And as the big wave o’er her head madly crashes, 
Full half of it flies in her mouth and her nose. 
Her red bathing-suit gleams like any gonfa/on, 
The kerchief she wears has the tint of the rose, 
And worse than the water she gulps by the galloa 
Is the crab with the forceps that crushes her toes. 
She ’s first on her pedals, and then on her cranium, 
She ’s whirled all about like a leaf in the wind, 
And looks just as sad as a wilted geranium, 
As she feels for the rope that she never can find. 
Ah! vain is this creature so clumsy and weighty, 
And that is one reason she dips in the swell— 
Her bathing-suit ’s handsome. Although she looks 
eighty, 
She tries to make up like a popular belle. 
Alas! she ’d be out of those billows soon flying, 
Could she hear the small boys with the prison- 
cut hair 
In ecstasy unto each other loud crying: 
«¢ Oh, look at that pork-barrel floating out there!’ 


CHARLES STEWART PARNELL, the Irish leader, 
says Ireland will be free in one year, This is 
sad news for O’Donovan Rossa, 


THE INDIANAPOLIS Journal has discovered 
that Ben butler is very sensitive. We have 
often noticed this. He is all the time calling 
some one a liar. 


As AN evidence of how the cholera has para- 
lyzed business enterprise in Spain, it is stated 
that the title of “ count”? can now be purchased 
there for two dollars and fifty cents. 


Joun Ruskin thinks his second series of 
obituary notices are not so kindly as the first. 
If Mr. Ruskin wants to be thoroughly pleased, 
let him read the notices which are published 
after he is really dead. 

A FLoriDA MAN who poisoned his water- 
melons for thieves, and caught his wife and 
her mother, has been released from jail. He 
will not poison any more watermelons, though, 
A vigilance committee released him. 





‘THE CABLE says that Count Zicky, the one- 
armed pianist, has been challenged by a Rus- 
sian to fight a duel. ‘The Russian is clearly in 
the wrong. Next to a pianist with no arms at 
all, a one-armed performer should be encour- 
aged of all men. -s 

“Some oF the St. Louis girls are already 
growing sentimental over Maxwell, and elegant 
bouquets are sent to him daily.”” As Maxwell 
didn’t murder his wife and chop her up into 
small pieces, we are surprised at this demonstra- 
tion on the part of the ladies. There must be 
some mistake about it. 


SOME PEOPLE say there is truth in dreams, 
Well, probably there is. But the man who 
dreamed that he was busy picking up twenty- 
dollar gold-pieces all night. and when he came 
down to breakfast found the regular monthly 
statement of the dentist, tailor and grocer coyly 
nestling on his plate, has had his confidence 
irreparably shattered. 
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THE BEGGAR'S TALE. 


“IT am a one-armed man, and, besides, I 
have but one leg, which is merely an orna- 
mental leg; for, as I have the gout in my foot, 
I have no leg to stand on. 1 would not mind 
this so much if both my arm and my leg were 
not gone from the right side, so that people 
say I am a biased man. ‘This is unjust; for, 
though I have ever been a strong Democrat, | 
believe in being fair toward my opponents, and 
am not altogether one-sided. 

“My wife induced me to get an artificial arm 
and an artificial leg, but I found them bother- 
some and hardly ever put them on, except 
when we had company. I wore my artificial 
limbs on holidays also, and every Fourth of 
July I used to buckle on my wooden leg and 
go out to see the cannon fired. 

“My misfortune was sometimes a conven- 
ience; for, when creditors called, I met them 
at first as a one-armed man, again as a one- 
legged man, the third time as a man who had 
lost an arm and a leg, and the fourth time as a 
man of perfect physique. Thus, by skillfully 
manipulating my wooden limbs, I passed for 
four different persons. In this way I put off the 
most grasping of my creditors till I was able to 
pay them, and I was so successful in my ruses 
that the neighbors came to regard my house as 
a sort of hospital full of dismembered people. 

“Tt is obvious that I have slight means of 
support. I cannot be a book-keeper, for I 
have no arm with which to write. I cannot be 
a letter-carrier, for I am not able to deliver a 
letter on one leg. While I was casting around 
for something to do I got stage-struck. I ap- 
plied at one of the theatres in the Bowery for 
a situation, ‘The manager smiled and asked 
me how I would go on the stage unless I was 
carried on, A week later the manager put on 
a Russian melodrama, and he sent forme. He 
wanted me to play the Czar in the last act. I 
signed articles with him and committed my 
part, There were two actors to play the Czar, 
the leading man and myself, and we dressed 
precisely alike. I did not come on till the last 
act, Then they exploded a mine on the stage, 
and the actor who had played the Czar through 
the first part of the drama was caught up into 
the flies. About two minutes later they let me 
down to the stage by a wire, with a piece of 





the crown about the 
size of a half-dollar 

on my head. I had 

only one arm and | 
one leg, and I made | 
animmense hit. The | 
house encored, and | 


A WISE PRECAUTION. 





Willi. 
jor 


~ T7 Be 


“4 om 


Pa i, 
| UN. 








sometimes we had to | | 
blow up the Czar ; 
three times at the | 
end of the act. 

“The plot of the | 
next play they put 
on turned on asteam- 
boat explosion, and 
they cast me for the 
part of the man who 
was blown up and 
came down with bits 
of the boiler, frag- 
ments of the smoke- 
stacks and splinters 
of the wheels. I 
came down about 
fifteen minutes after 
the boat blew up, and 
about five minutes 
after I had alighted 
on the middle of the 
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Mr. SAMSON.—‘I really must get my life insured; I am not feeling very 
well. I think I will call in on Dr. Gilbert and get some medicine, and to-morrow 
I will get insured.” 

Mrs. SAMson.—‘‘ Don’t you think, Tommy dear, it would be safer to get in- 
sured first?” 





wreck my wooden 
leg and wooden arm came down, too. I made 
such a professional success that the leading man 
was jealous of me. 

“After the play, when I went hobbling out 
of the theatre on a crutch, with only one arm 
and one leg, the people thought that I really 
had been blown up, and used to say: ‘The 
poor actor! I wonder what salary he gets. His 
right limbs are gone. Ah, that is because he 
was standing on the right side of the deck.’ 

“ At last the Bowery theatre manager left the 
legitimate drama of one-armed people and took 
up the drama of three-fingered people. There 
was no part in which I might be cast, and so 
my engagement came to an end. 

“JT was idle a long time. In fact, I did not 
get any work till the last political canvass, 
when I was hired to ride in a Republican pro- 
cession as an old soldier who had been shot to 
pieces by Democrats under Robert E. Lee. I 
rode at the head of the procession, in a faded 
uniform, and was cheered with enthusiasm. 

Then I went around 





LOVE AND CINDERS. 





He traveled two hundred and seventy- 
five miles to see his lady-love, which was 


all right. But he would sit by the open 


window in the car— work, 


And when he met her with a smile of 
rapture upon his expressive features, 
somehow or other the combination didn’t 


the country with the 
stump-speakers, At 
the political meet- 
ings I used to climb 
up on the platform, 
where all could see 
me, and while the 
speakers were talk- 
ing, wave the old flag 
and denounce the 
Copperheads. I got 
two dollars a day for 
it, and made them 
pay me punctually 
every week. It went 
very well till we got 
into a district where 
everybody knew that 
my arm had been cut 
off by a sausage-ma- 


chine, and I was 
embarrassed again 
when we _ returned 


to New York and 
held a meeting ina 
ward where more 
than twenty people 
who were present 
had seen me run over 
by a street-car when 
I lost my leg. 

“ | intended to ap- 





ply for a pension when the campaign was over, 
if the Republicans were elected. ‘They were de- 
feated, and my pension was nipped in the bud. 

*“T am now considering the proposition of a 
manufacturer who wishes me, as a one-armed 
and one-legged man, to learn to ride on the 
unicycle. Of course, it would be a novel sight 
to see a man with only one arm and one leg 
riding on one wheel, and would be a valuable 
advertisement of the riding-gear. I am selling 
lead-pencils temporarily. 

“Though I do not cut much of a figure in 
the world, I find much singular and profitable 
employment that few could attempt.” 

Thus talked the jocular and crippled beggar 
near Chatham Square. L. H. ‘TuPPER. 








THE MEETING AND THE SALUTATIONS, 
They met on the shore of the Bosphorus, or, 
to speak more accurately, on the Golden Horn. 

The Sultan advanced a few paces and said: 
“Gracious Son of the Mighty and Glorious 
West, I salute thee. Star of my Soul, and Ap- 
ple of my Eye, welcome to the Sublime Porte. 


I hail thee as a bubbling fountain of delecta- . 


tion, dearer to my sight than the rose to the 
nightingale, more precious than the shade of 
the date-palm to the weary traveler on the 
desert. ‘Thrice welcome to these classic shores,” 

Then the Minister responded: 

“QO High and Mighty Sultan, Child of the 
East, Playmate of the Evening Star, Compan- 
ion of the Vagrant Zephyr, Old Chum of the 
Red, Red Rose, I salute thee and thank thee. 
I greatly rejoice in the decision of my master 
at home, who hath sent me to these classic and 
legendary shores. May our communion and 
companionship overflow with joy and pleasant- 
ness, without a fleeting shadow to darken the 
sunshine of our content. Again I thank thee, 
and connect the kiss of international good-will 
with the flower-garden of thy Eastern cheek, O 
Vermilion Rose-Tint of the Fading Twilight, 
Soft Liniment of My Weary Frame, and Pre- 
cious Pad of My Liver!” 





His ONtLy OBJECTION. 





“ There is only one thing I regret about my 
execution,”’ observed the condemned murderer. 

** What is it ?” 

The suspense.” 
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THE HON. EPHRAIM MUGGINS'S ANCESTORS. 


A prominent and distinguished member of 
one of the numerous branches of the Muggins 
family is now engaged in the laudable under- 
taking of tracing out the pedigree and ancestry 
of the family. He wrote to me the other day 
a very polite note, asking me to give any in- 
formation I might have, or be able to get from 
others, “ free gratis” or otherwise, concerning 
my branch of the Muggins tribe. 

Now, I am sorry to say that I am such a con- 
founded lunkhead that I never had any special 
interest in matters of this sort, and never took 
the trouble to find out anything about my an- 
cestral forefathers. Some people are so anx- 
ious to have ancestors that, when they have 
none of their own, they go and buy a grave- 
yard, like What’s-his-name, the Major-General 
in the “ Pirates,” so that they may claim the 
crumbling ancestral bones that lie beneath the 
ground of their purchased domain. 

So, notwithstanding my unknown correspond- 
ent kindly offered to compensate me for my 
trouble in furnishing him the desired informa- 
tion, by permitting me to buy one of his books 
which he had recently published, in which he 
gave a general history of the family, I wrote 
him as follows, And fearing that he might feel 
offended at my apparent lack of interest in the 
subject, | beg to tender him my apologies for 
any seeming indifference, and to assure him 
that I am more enthusiastic in the prosecution 
of ancestral researches than my letter might 
seem to indicate. 











Copy of My Letter. 

Dear Friend —Yours asking for information 
in regard to my branch of the Muggins tamily 
duly received. So far as my personal ances- 
tors are concerned, I don’t believe they ever 
amounted to much—at least, I have no positive 
information that would lead me to form any 
other conclusion. 

I have been credibly informed, however, that 
in a part of [reland not far from Blarney Cas- 
tle, there have recently been discovered the re- 
mains of a number of Mugginses who were 
once kings of Ireland. I have no means of 
tracing my relationship directly back to these 
old Irish kings, and even if 1 could, I wouldn’t 
give fifty cents a ship-load for their old musty 
bones, ‘They never left a cent to me, and what 
should I care for them ? 

I have heard that my great-grandfather was 
a British soldier, and could drink more whiskey 
than any other man of his size, and not show 
it; but then he was not a very large man, and, 
besides, he may have had a trick of shamming 
soberness, when, in reality, he was full-as a 
tick. If he was anything like his descendants, 
he would, most likely, be up to a game of that 
sort. I never saw the old gentleman. He 
died before [ got a chance to hitch on toa 
stork. He keeps dead right along. 

I should be very glad if I could afford to 
have ancestors, but the times are too hard, and 
I must let such luxuries wait the dawn of afflu- 
ence. I don’t want to be understood as say- 








ing anything disrespectful of my ancestors, and 
[ wouldn’t hurt their feelings for fifty cents— 
I may be an ancestor myself some time or 
other. At the same time, I feel free to observe 
that, as the old duffers never had any personal 
regard for me, nor left me any big legacies, I 
think I may be excused for not hankering much 
after them, Besides that, they must be awful 
musty by this time. 

What | want now is wealth, or fame. In 
fact, I should be content with both, if I couldn’t 
get either—that is, | mean to say that I should 
be content with each if 1 couldn’t have both. 
I don’t want the earth. Ireland is enough for 
me—and that makes me sick. If I have any 
ancestors buried there, I am glad of it. I’m 
glad they’re buried. It is healthier so, and 
less expensive for Sodium Hypochlorite and 
other disinfectants, 

So please excuse me. In these days of jump 
and spring and bust-your-collar there are 
enough brain-racking things to keep a man 
awake at night without his worrying about his 
ancestors. Let us pay our debts and keep our 
moral character free from blemish, and the 
man who hasn’t an ancestor to his back wiil 
stand just as high in the estimation of Ameri- 
cans and other Irishmen as though he could 
trace his ancestry back to the ‘Tudors or Plan- 
tagenets, 

Yours, regardless, 


EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 








AND THE SLUMBEROUS CITIZEN. 
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but that also is a matter of taste. 
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PUCK. 





THE MODEL’S PLAINT. 





Yea, I am aged, and my head is white; 
And patriarchal are my features old. 
And now these many years, since first harsh Time 
Struck me with frosty wand, these many years 
Have I let out the beauty of my age, 
And for a paltry pittance stood for saints, 
Prophets and archangels and a mighty host 
Of martyrs and dead kings. 

In me you see 
The grand original of a thousand works 
Whose fame has sent the names of artists ringing 
Down the long line of the eternal years, 
This am I, and—and but yesterday [ was spurned, 
Spurned from an artist’s door, with words of scorn. 
And why? And why? Because in mine old age 
My tottering frame needs stimulus unwonted, 
And I am fain to stay myself with liquor. 
Therefore he spurned me forth, therefore he bade me 
Begone and come no more, and then remarked 
(Insult to add to injury) that he was not, 
No, not that season, if he knew himself, 
Painting St. Anthonys with headlight noses. 

BIruMEN GAM3OGE. 








THE UNAPPRECIATED CROW. 





The crow is a bird upon whom I have always 
looked with the profoundest admiration. Some 
people esteem canary-birds more highly as sing- 
ers, but that is a matter of taste. I think a man 
may be educated up to an appreciation of the 
sonorous warbling of a crow quite as easily as 
to an understanding of the music of Anton 
Dvorak. 

‘| never met any one who liked to eat crow; 
I have met 
people who had eaten crow, and they did not 
appear to me to have taken over-kindly to the 
banquet. I know of a man named Reid, and 
another named Blaine, who sat down to a most 
elaborate repast of crow last November, ‘They 
had crow boiled, crow fricasséed, crow sauté 
and crow au naturel, and they haven’t got 
through talking about it yet. It’s wonderful 
how far one square meal will go with some 
people. 

The crow is black; but he is not so black as 
he is painted. He is a wise bird—a great deal 
wiser than a quail or a snipe or a guinea-hen— 
but he does not get credit for it. If the crow 
were white or yellow or mottled, I believe he 
would be more liked and respected; but so long 
as he goes around in his sable habiliments of 
woe, looking like an ornithological funeral, he’s 
got to be contented with the disregard of a 
large portion of the human species. 

I said that the crow is wise, and I mean it. 
When I make an observation of that sort, I al- 
ways abide by it with all the latent resources of 
my soul. [ll show you how a crow is wise. He 
will descend, with devious flight and several B- 
flat cornet solos of greater or less duration, in- 
to a field that has been freshly planted with 
corn, The farmer, knowing that the crow is a 
bull on corn, covers the kernels with tar, sup- 
posing that the crow will not tackle to them 
kindly under the circumstances. But the crow 
is not to be daunted by tar. He picks the ker- 


nels of corn out of the hill, and carries them up | 


to a piece of high ground. There he lays them 





in a sunny spot, and lets the heat of the benefi- 
cent summer luminary that shines for all melt 
the tar. Then the crow eats the corn and 
smiles a grim smile, as he winks his left eye in 
the direction of the humble abode of the mis- 
guided farmer. 

If there is one thing, however, that a crow 
knows more about than another, it is a shot- 
gun. A crow can see a shot-gun through two 
haystacks, a rail fence, and a pile of kindling- 
wood. I am giving you this without any cir- 
cumlocution or extenuating phraseology, and 
don’t you neglect to commit it to memory. 

Did you ever try to shoot a crow? If you 
have not done so, there is innocent and harm- 
less amusement enough ahead of you to fill you 
with ineffable joy, and to make you pour forth 
pans of thanksgiving even unto the uttermost 
ends of your life. Selah.. ° 

Load your trusty weapon, Put in four 
drachmms of fine-grained quick-shooting powder. 
Send down a heavy felt wad and a light paste- 
board one over it. Then put in an ounce and 
a quarter of No. 6 shot, leave the gun at home, 
and sally’ forth to see if there are any crows 
hanging around the neighboring corn-fields 
with their hands in their pockets, waiting for 
something to turn up. You will have no trouble 
in finding the crows. ‘They will be sitting 
around on the fences looking at you. You can 
walk right up to them, and ask them whether 
they think we are going to have a cold winter 
this year, or whether they think Mahone is 
squelched yet, or whether it is their opinion 
that flat-house janitors will be any more tender 
and thoughtful next year. The crows will not 
mind it. They will sit right on the fences and 
look at you, 

Then you go home and get your gun and 
start out again. Do you know what will be the 
first thing you will hear? A chorus of caws 
that will be finer than anything in a Dvorak 
mass. And you will have a chance to study 
caws and effect—hold on a minute—for the 
effect of the caws will be that before you are 
within half-a-mile of the crows, every blessed 
one of them will unfold his inky cloak and 
soar away toward the horizon of your hopes. 

Now, gentle reader, zow that I have freed 
my soul from the weight of that pun, toward 
the throwing-off of which I have been grad- 
ually working up right from the top of the 
column, you may shoot. We Be 











A LITTLE HAND. 





I held a slender hand last night, 
A hand so slim and small 
That sorrow banished all delight, 
For it appeared by far too slight, 
And though it was my own by right, 
I loved it not at all. 


And yet that little hand so slight 
Was not so slim and small, 
For sorrow yielded to delight, 
As I raked in the shekels bright. 
N. B.—A busted straight, played right, 
Will sometimes lead the ball. 
L. ARcy. 








FREE LUNCH. 





“Iv 1s all right to say that two heads are 
better than one,’? remarked Cerberus: “ but I 
have got considerably more than two. And 
there are times when it would be sweet, refresh- 
ing and pleasant to have but one or less. When 
would it be pleasanter to have but one head, 
do you ask? Why, on the morning after a 
night of hilarity, when each and every head I 
possess seems about the size of a barrel, or 
larger.” 


WE HAVE frequently read of buildings being 
erected with peculiar acoustic properties. ‘The 
proper way to arrange a building acoustically 
is to do it in such a fashion that nothing can 
be heard in it. What a blessing it would be to 
find a boarding-house whose acoustics would 
make it impossible for you to hear the musician 
practising by the hour in the next room. 


SOUNDINGS OFF the coast of Japan lately 
found water only at a depth of four thousand 
six hundred fathoms, ‘This may seem a great 
depth to the ordinary mortal; but Jay Gould 
looks up at his telegraph wires and simply 
smiles. 





THE WATERING-PLACE season is now nearly 
over. When it is quite finished, the whiskeying- 
place season will, as usual, be in full blast. 





“ONLY ONE marriage in ten ends happily.” 
It is such injudicious statements as these that 
give Mormonism its boom, 








A PROPHECY. 





THe BASE-BALL PircHER UF THE FUTURE WILL HAVE TO BE A MAN OF IRCN, FOR FLESH AND BLOOD 
WILL NOT BE ABLE TO STAND THE S1RAIN. 
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_ PUCK. 








Grind on, grind on, through all the sultry day, 
Grind till the Law lays hands on thee at night, 


Commanding thee to silence. Grind again 

When comes the holy morn, whose fresh-tuned ear 

Thou rack’st with discord of thy shifting pipes. 

Grind on—grind ‘*Baby Mine,” ‘* Sweet Violets,” 

«¢ Marta m‘appari,” ‘* Babies on our Block,” 

And *¢ Paddy Dutfy’s Cart,” and ** Golden Stairs,” 

And ¢¢ Molly Darling,” ‘* Wearing of the Green,” 

*¢ Driven from Home,” «Il Bacio,”’ «* Captain Jinks,”’ 

«*’ Twickenham Ferry,” ‘* Non é Ver,” ‘* Some Day,” 

‘«‘Why Did They Dig Ma’s Grave So Deep?” and 
«¢ Mabel,” 

«* Last Rose of Summer,” ** Carnival of Venice,” 

** Sehnsucht ” and «In the Gloaming,” ¢*Kerry Dances,” 

«¢ Oh, How I Love My Ada,” «* Soldiers’ Chorus,” 

«The Magnet and the Churn” and ** Wiener Bonbons,’ 

‘“‘ Stick to Your Mother” and ‘*The Heart Bowed 
Down,” 

And even, when at last ‘tis pegged for thee, 

Grind «The Mikado ”—grind, grind, grind, grind, grind. 

{ know that somewhere in the t'me to come 

The Eternal Vengeance waits behind a door, 

And watches for thee with uplifted club. 


’ 


CURRENT COMMENT. 


THE OLDEst Mason, the oldest inhabitant, 
the only surviving Washington’s coachman, the 
youngest soldier in the late war, the only living 
woman Washington ever kissed, and the pro- 
prietors of the paper having the largest circula- 
tion in the world think of holding a congress, 
if they can find a building large enough to ac- 
commodate them all. 


Bank Drrecror.—‘‘ How are the Cashier’s 
accounts ?”” 

BANK PRESIDENT.—‘ Why do you ask ?” 

Direcror.— “1 heard yesterday that he had 
lately been vaccinated.” 

PRESIDENT. —** Well, what of that ?” 

Direcror.—* They have small-pox in Mon- 
treal just now.” 

Fun Is FUN; but when it comes to malice all 
good citizens should interfere. ‘The latest re- 
port is that a Missouri girl has induced a Chi- 
nese laundryman to elope with her, 


A BURLINGTON DISCIPLE of Miss Parloa in- 
sists that fresh vegetables improve hash. We 
are not surprised. Most anything might im- 
prove hash. 











“THE BEST eating corn,’ says a Kentucky 
paper: ‘is always full in the ear.” ‘Linis shows 
how quickly vegetabies adapt themselves to the 
habits of the country in which they are raised. 
But what a strange place to be full! 

An Ou10 Court has decided that a man is 
the owner of his wife’s clothes. If his wife’s 
new bonnet at any time does not please him, 
he can wear it himself. ‘This is a very import- 
ant decision. 


POKER IS a very old game. Satan saw the 
first pair in the Garden of Eden and raised 
them. ‘They went out. If it hadn’t.been for 
this miserable game we might all have been in 
there now. 

A PROVERB SAYS:, “‘ Wherein you reprove an- 
other be unblamable yourself, for example is 
more prevalent than precept.”’ Therefore, if 


you are a fisherman, never reprove your boy for | 


lying. 








Auswers for the Aurious. 





J. B.—No. Never. Not under any circumstances. 

ANNIE MossiTy.—You are a survival of an extinct 
race of punsters. Go and join your prototypes. 

kuBy RAINE.—Go to! We are not the Peoria Liter- 
ary Repository. Avaunt with the *‘ Child of the Prairie” 
poem! We will none of it. 

Darius.—If your friends told you to send that poem 
to Puck, you had better go into the wilderness and set 
vp a hermitage. You are’ evidently not the man to in- 
spire sincere affection. 

M. L. D.—This is the last quarter of the nineteenth 
century, and you send us a joke about Thomas Cat Con- 
certs! Does any one wonder that we sometimes ask our- 
selves if Civilization has not been on the wrong track for 
the last six or eight centuries? 


L. R. T.—Romulus and Remus were the brothers in 
question. Romulus was the first king of Rome. Remus 
was brained with a spade for laughing at and ridiculing 
what he considered an absurd-looking apology for a 
city. Some historians think, however, that Remus was 
laughing at the age of a Punch joke which he had just 
read, and which failed to make the man in the trench 
laugh when it was read to him by Remus as an excuse 
for the latter’s levity. Had the Punch of that day pub- 
lished such bright, scintillating, coruscating, dyspepsia- 
killing, mirth-provoking jokes as those to be found in 
PICKINGS FROM PucK, Remus would not have been 
killed; because the man with the spade would have been 
helpless with laughter, would have believed the clever 
falsehood of Remus, and would have bought his copy 
from him at the regular retail price, which is twenty-five 
cents. 





WINKLE’S ASTONISHING STORY. 


Winkle is a mighty fisherman, and being lately out all 
day whipping the streams and casting in the ponds, he, 











as the shades of night were falling fast, was wending his | 


way homeward, when he espied a magnificent black bass. 
Now, his flies were all gone, but thinking that in the 


gathering dusk the fish might not notice the cifference, | 


he baited his hook with a worm and gently dropped it in 
the stream. And this is what Winkle solemnly avers 
took place: 






































ANOTHER ADDRESS. 





Twank, twank, (wank on—oh, twank, while 
down the bay, 

Toward the distant shore of Coney Island, 
The steamer proudly rolls, All Nature smiles; 
The sea is sparkling in her opal pride, 
The white clouds sail within the azure deep, 
The billows play, the scented breezes fan 
The weary townsman’s cheek, the sea-gulls fly 
Like silvery flashes underneath the sun— 
All, all is calm and peace—all, al! save thee, 
Who in the face of high insulted heaven 
Twankest thy doleful twank. 

And presently, 
With hat extended in thy grimy hand, 
And the dull glare of chronic mendicancy 
Within thy greedy eyes, thou wilt go round 
And crave the current nickel of the realm 
From passengers too faint internally 
To properly resent thy insolence. 
Go on—go on! Twank, and continue twanking— 
Twank on, unpunished here upon the earth. 
But when at fast thy silver cord is snapped 
Beneath Death's hand, expectant fiends shall rise 
And dance a cancan in the sulphurous pit. 


WHAT A MAN THINKS. 
* ‘That there is only one man in the world 
whose wife is altogether perfect— 

That there is only one man in the world 
whose success he would not wonder at— 

That there is only one man in the world who 
can tell a funny story without spoiling it— 

That there is only one man in the United 
States who would honor any station in the 
world — 

‘That there is only one man in the world 
who looks well in a blue dressing-coat and red 
slippers — 

That there is only one man in the world who 
can stop drinking when he has had exactly 
enough— 

That there is only one father in the whole 
world whose children never give any one any 
trouble— 

That there is only one man in the world 
whose whistling is not a nuisance on the face 
of the earth— 

That there is only one man in the world who 
would have beaten Shakspere at poetry, Gar- 
rick at acting, Webster at eloquence, and Van- 
derbilt at financiering if he had only devoted 
himself to that line of business— 

And that he is that man. 
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OUR GOVERNMENT FARM.—PRESIDENT CLEVELAND FINDS AN EMAL 





et 


i 


PAL PROTECTION AGAINST THE TWENTY-FIVE-YEAR LOCUSTS. 
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PUCK. 





AT BRIGHTON BEACH. 


This is Blivins’s Neat Little Notion of Getting a Tele- 
scopic Tip on the Races, It is understood, however, 
that Next Week the Police will be Armed with, Long 
Range Rifles with Sharpshooter’s Sights. 








MY VARIOLOID. 


I never knew how I caught it, but presume 
it must have been on the fly. I often think of 
that fit of sickness.with a thrill of ecstatic pleas- 
ure, because in some respects it was a peerless 
boon. 

I remember distinctly coming home early 
one afternoon with a terrific headache, which 
could not be accounted for at the time. On 
the following day I was barely able to sit up 
and eat a chicken, and by night-time I learned 
what was the matter from a caller who rec- 
ognized the malady by the symptoms. 

I was not at all frightened, as | knew it was 
good for a leave-of-absence from business of 
several weeks, I sent word over what was the 
matter, and they seemed to believe me, because 
no courier came to the house to ascertain the 
particulars, 

As I didn’t feel very sick, [ fancied that I 
had come in contact with a real bonanza; for 
I had nothing to do but lie in bed night and 
day, and that never grew monotonous. Not 
feeling the need of a doctor, I requested the 
family to allow me to save them the expense 
of one, inasmuch as he would be obliged to re- 
port the case, and I felt slightly sensitive about 
being carried down-stairs by the arms and legs, 
and rudely,carted away to a hospital. 

It was deemed proper to get me as far from 
the bosom of the family as possible, so a bed 
was fixed for me in the garret, and the scuttle 
thrown open. It was in the month of June, 
and there was no danger of taking cold. I 
used to lie there and think how the boys were 
working, and what a fine time I was having 
lying there counting the stars through the scut- 
tle and watching the clouds roll by. When I 
heard other members of the family hurrying 
through breakfast to catch a certain ferry-boat, 
which involved missing a second cup of coffee, 
I felt like a bond-holder in the knowledge of 
the fact that I was having a vacation. 

“How are you feeling this morning ?” 
old man would shout at pretty long range. 

“Qh, pretty sick, thank you,” I would 
swer, pleasantly: “just come up and see 
spots on your son.” 

“Do you want a doctor ?” 

“Ta 

“Which one do you want ?” 

* Dr. Goldsmith—‘ Citizen of the World ’.”’ 

Shortly after the book would be handed to 
me on the end of a clothes-pole, and that fixed 
me for the day. 

When my brother gazed upon me, and 
thought of the time | was having, he became 
sick with envy. He said that I was always 
having good luck of some kind. To hear him 
talk one would think that I had fallen heir to 
a handsome fortune. I was the pampered child 
of sickness; he was the unhappy victim of 
health. 

After I had been rusticating in that garret 


the 


an- 
the 


; 
| for a little over a week, I one day became 


greatly alarmed for the first time. ‘To my in- 
| describable horror I found that I was getting 
| well. My bubble of happiness had burst. My 
| gilded dream of joy was over. I was slowly 
but surely getting well. At the rate I was con- 
valescing, 1 would be on my feet in a few days. 

I might not be able to avert such a calamity, 
but I could work earnestly and conscientiously 
for arelapse. I therefore ordered all kinds ot 
rich food, which I ate ravenously; but it did 
no good. I stood by the open window to catch 
cold in vain. I purposely kicked the coverings 
off the bed before going to sleep, which seemed 
to tickle the mosquitos half to death. 

I made up my mind to be a man, and not 
give way to my feelings. “‘1f I must get well, I 
must; that’s all,’? [ used to say. Many a bet- 
ter man than myself had got well, and why 
should I not be resigned ? 

When people called, they were always told 
I was out. 1 never went down-stairs to see a 

stranger, unless that stranger was out on the 
stoop in the dark. On one of these occasions 
I had to escort a young lady home. If she had 
known what I had just recovered from, she 
wouldn’t have come within a mile of the house. 
I didn’t wish her to know of it, because she 
was naturally nervous. She couldn’t see my 
face in the dark, so everything was all right. 

I started off with her, but when we got to 
the gate she insisted on my going in to look at 
some photographs she had just had taken. 

“ve got to get back right away,” I said. 

“But it is only half-past eight,’ she per- 
sisted. 

“Can’t help it,” I replied: “I am not fixed 
up for calling, and I have something to do at 
home.” 

At this moment she caught sight of my face, 


happened to stand near a lamp-post. 
‘‘ What makes your face so red ?” asked she. 


thought it a joke. 

* Certainly it is.” 

I still pretended to consider it a jest, and 
asked: 

“ Are you not color-blind ?” 

“No, I am not.” 

“Then I must be sunburned.”’ 

“It is not the right shade for that,’ she ex- 
plained, in a manner that froze me: ‘ yours is 
a deep scarlet hue, 


When I went back to business, they were all 
glad to see me, until they found out the nature 
of my malady. Then they moved off, and gave 
me the whole place. 

“Pm so glad to see you,’? one man would 
say, shaking hands: ‘what’s been the matter ?” 

** Varioloid.” 

‘Then he would gasp, and rush out to be cau- 
terized or disinfected. 

“What ailed you?” asked an old nervous 
member of the firm, laying his arm on my 
shoulder in a fatherly way: “chills. and fever?” 

“No,” Lreplied: ‘* it was a form of small-pox, 
known as —”’ 

“Get right away for a vacation,’ he broke 
in, as he yanked his arm off .my shoulder, and 





which was the color of a boiled lobster, for we | 


“Is my face red?” I inquired, as though I | 


turned pale with fright: ‘Go rigut to the cash- 
| ier, and ‘draw three weeks’ salary and start off.” 
| So I walked out of that place about as happy 
| as any one could be with a three weeks’ leave of 
, absence and a cash capital of nine dollars. I 
shall never forget what an object of envy I was 
when | left. Every one that dared to took me 
by the hand and congratulated me, and said 
that they would try the varioloid game them- 
selves. 

When I returned, I concluded that I had got 
about all the juice that it was possible to get 
out of one fit of sickness, and made up my mind 
to accept the situation and go to work. 

A day or two after my return the same 
member of the firm met me at the office, and 
asked: 

“ How are you feeling now ?” 

‘First rate; never felt better.” 

“Oh, by the way,” he went on: “I suppose 
you burned up all your clothing after your sick- 
ness ?” 

“ Didn’t burn any,” I replied: “ the clothes I 
have on now hung over the foot of the bed 
while 1 was sick.” 

The old man held his hands up in despair, 
turned paler than ever 1 had seen him before, 
and said: 

“Draw two weeks’ salary, go away for that 
| time, and burn up all your clothes,” 

I drew six dollars, remained away two weeks, 
and went back to business in the same clothes, 
' dyed. 

That is the idyl of my varioloid, and | must 
admit that I felt sad when a physician told me 
I couldn’t have it a second time. 

R. K. MUNKITYRICK, 


| 














and I don’t see why 
you want to stand 
there grinning like 
a newly appointed 
postmaster, instead 
of telling me.” 

“ Well, if you must 
know, I suppose you 
must know; but this 
gorgeous tint I am 
wearing at present 
and its cause isa pro- 
found family secret. 
However, I will tell 
you all if you prom- 
ise not to divulge the 
great secret to a liv- 
ing soul.” 

‘“*T will never tell,”’ 
she promised. 

‘¢Then,’”: 1. ‘said, 
looking first in one 
direction and then in 
another, to make sure 
that we were not ob- 
served: “it is thé 
blush of modesty.” 

With this explana- 
tion I precipitately 
fled, and have not 
seen that girl since. 





night of a new opera.” 





A CAUSE FOR DEPRESSION. 


*©Oh, Leander, tell me truly, how do I look? 
according to his own peculiar taste, and I feel like a ballet-girl on the first 
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Master has shaved me 
























































gil eg < 





THE TRUE AMERICAN. 


No properly made up American ever goes 
about without a grandfather who worked twelve 
or fourteen hours a day in overalls and a calico 
jumper. 

The true American will tell you with pride 
that his grandmother milked cows, made butter, 
and did all the work for a family of seventeen 
children; and if he had a daughter who was 
above getting down on her knees and scrubbing | 
the kitchen floor, he would cut her off without | 
a penny. 

His grandfather hoed corn and his father | 
killed pigs, and he is proud of it. ; 

He himself commenced life with a common- 
school education, and 





millions on top of his father’s, 
| nonsense about this son. 


There is no 
He knows he was 
brought into the world to make money, and he 
is fulfilling his destiny to the delight of his 
father and the terror of the latter’s employees. 
He is a chip off the original block of granite, 
and if anything, a little harder in his com- 
position, 

The father assures you that his son “hasn’t 
got no foreign ideas about folks bein’ too good 
to work,” and tells you in confidence that his 
dear boy gets more labor out of their factory- 
hands in a day than a kind foreman would in a 
week, He is an out-and-out common-sense 
American, and his father is proud of him. 

It is simply impossible to help admiring the | 





THE TIN-TYPE. 





There is, in all probability, no contagious 
disease more prevalent during the heated sea- 
son than the tin-type. In fact, 1 have known 
men to safely escape the cholera, delirium tre- 
mens, yellow fever, small-pox and love, only to 
be taken down by the tin-type. I have also 
noticed, by the way, that young men and wo- 
men at summer resorts are those who suffer the 
most from it. It is almost impossible to tell 
when it is coming on, as it takes you suddenly 
and unexpectedly, like a post-office appoint- 
ment. 

I had it a few weeks ago; in fact, twelve of 
us were taken in a group, and | do not think 
I shall forget the expe- 





did not fritter away his 
time picking up “ gim- 
crack” ideas in a col- 


IT WAS NEW TO HER. 


rience uniess some one 
steals my copy of the 
plague. Looking at the 
picture now, | can real- 





lege, but just pitched 
right in for business be- 
fore he was thirteen 
years old. He was not 
ashamed to make the 
fires, sweep out, and 
clean his employer’s 
boots, and he would 
like to set eyes on a 
boy of his who was too 
“stuck-up” to do the 
same things. 

‘The self-made, prac- 
tical, just - as - you -see - 
him - every - time, corn- 
fed product of a free 
soil points with swell- 
ing breast at the result 
of his brilliant career. 
He has become a mil- 
lionaire! His factories 
swarm with haggard 
men and women, puny 
children, machinery, 
and all turning out 
more precious dollars 
for him. 

He has built an en- F 
tire village and named 
it after himself, and 
within that village his 
word is law, all the 
free-born American 
citizens in his factories 
knowing better than to 
even breathe that their 
souls are their own. 

How beautiful be- 
comes the existence of 
this self-made son of 
our glorious republic, 
when we compare it 
with the useless life of 
a Ruskin, a George EI- 
iot, or an Oliver Wen- 
dell Holmes! 

When he justly asks 








She was fresh from the weary and dreary town, 
And weary and weary of town was she; 

And she sought a complexion of sun-kissed brown, 
Instead of her tint of fromage de brie. 

And she wandered afar in the meadows green, 

And gazed with joy on the strange new scene. 


ize that even a subur- 
ban photographer can 
be possessed of a pen- 
chant for distorting 
facts equaled only by 
a Zribune special, for 
although I am not a 
handsome man, | am 
equally certain that 
Nature had provided 
me with a pair of eyes. 
‘This circumstance was, 
however, completely ig- 
nored, whether inten- 
tionally or not I cannot 
say; but inasmuch as I 
was not the only one 
deprived of sight, I did 
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Then back she flew to the farm-house old, 
And summoned the startled inmates out, 
And enlisted the hired-man, young and bold, 
To put the mysterious monster to rout— 
And from her description, he promptly went 


With a crowd to look for the sea-serpezt. 







MAID went out in the green, green fields, 
In the full ot the year, when the summer 
was fair, 
To taste the enjoyment that Nature yields, 
And she wore a rose in her raven hair; 
And the feet that her scant skirts partially hid 


Were encased in slippers of daintiest kid. 


But at last, as she wandered in joy supreme, 
A cow came idly along just there, 
And she tled with a weird, wild, wofu! scream, 
And the cow remained, with a placid stare, 
And ate, in a calm, contemplative way, 


Her parasol ribbons green and gay. 


not make any unneces- 
sary complaint about 
the omission; and then 
again the artist offered 
to make it all right by 
taking another group 
and washing out all ex- 
cept my eyes. 

Two ladies who sat 
next each other during 
the epidemic were at- 
tired in white, and this 
fact has greatly troubled 
me, as up to the pres- 
ent time I have been 
unable to determine the 
exact point at which 
one of them left off and 
the other began. The 
subject will bear study. 
We were a very patient 
group, take it all in all, 
with the exception of a 
young man from Bos- 
ton. This young man 
owned a bicycle, and 
could not understand 
why the photographer 











whether Dr. Holmes’s 
writings ever puta cent in the pockets of his 
readers, we stand ashamed, without a reply; 
and when he slaps us on the back and swears 
that he would rather have invented the steam- 
engine than be known as the painter of the 
best picture in the world, we cannot fail to 
agree that he probably would. 

How sublime is his disgust for the frothy 
thing called culture, and how overwhelming his 
contempt for even the word refinement! He 
will tell you cuttingly that culture “never did 
nobody no good,” and, as he signs a receipt 
for his last investment in watered stock, assure 
you that a refined man can never be trusted 
the length of his own nose. 

He introduces you to his eldest son, the future 





head of the firm, who is destined to pile more 


enthusiasm displayed by such a father over such | 
a son. 
They are bo.h the products of that noble | 
“‘catch-as-catch-can’’ system which has come 
down to us from the time when the red man 
was generously given a string of glass beads | 
and a bottle of bad gin for a paltry state or two 
by-our frugal ancestors, and the inheritors of 
this grand principle do not propose to be “set 
upon” by the Anglomaniac advocates of such 
profitless investments as culture and refinement. 
C, V. TEIXEIRA. 





No. 418 of the English Puck will be bought at this 
office at 10 cents per copy. In mailing please roll 
Sengtbwise. 








objected to his stand- 
ing in front of the other victims, with his arm 


| thrown fondly around the bicycle’s neck. 


When the wrecker of good looks had ar- 
ranged us, in a manner as uncomfortable as he 


| deemed necessary, he began to move the cam- 


era back and forth, as he explained, “to get 
the focus.”” I never thought to inquire if he 
got it; but if he did, I most sincerely hope it 
will keep him in bed the rest of the season. 
He next inserted his head at the back of the 
camera beneath a funeral pall, and proceeded 
to go through a series of motions, which led 
me to think that if he changed his brand he 
might not have them so badly; but it was none 
of my business, so I maintained a discreet 
silence. After he had worked off the deaf-and- 
dumb alphabet forward and backward, he again 
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sought the light of day, and approaching 
the muzzle of the solar gun, pleaded: 
‘* Now, just as quiet as you can, please.” 

Just at this point one of the gentlemen 
in the group who seemed to know him re- 
marked: “ Let her go, Smith!’ Every one 
of us seemed convinced that we had never 
heard anything so funny in our lives. I’m 
sure I never did. All of us certainly 
laughed. We saw the picture afterward, 
but nothing was recognizable except the 
laugh. The next time he loaded, the weapon 
was more successful, and I am moderately 
certain that the result would have been 
all that we could wish, had not some one 
advised the artist to “shoot low.” ‘The 
ladies in the party, being rather timid, be- 
gan toshake. ‘his partly destroyed the 
effects as a group; but the photographer 
assured us he could dispose of the picture 
to a gentleman who wanted to see how fog 
would look when photographed. He, how- 
ever, ventured the information that we 
would have to keep a little more quiet to 
obtain the best results. 

I never in my life had such an inordi- 
nate desire to be a graven image as I did 
just at that time; I really believe that I 
would have exchanged places for half-an- 
hour with all but a few of the Central Park 
statues. When I say this the reader will 
readily see how badly I yearned to be a 
statue. I could not help noticing that the 
only people in the group who did not laugh 
at least once were two married couples. 
This fact I mentioned to a widower after- 
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AND ACTUALITY. 


Miss MINERVA.—‘‘ Now, Miss Montmorency, if Charles had seven apples, and gave three to Clara—” 


Miss MONTMORENCY (scornfully’) —‘* Gave ’em to Clara! 


I'd just like to see him do it!” 





ward, and he undertook to explain the 
cause of this phenomenon; but I cannot bring 
myself to accept his theory as applicable in all 
cases. 

Several of us had (in the tin-type) the ap- 
pearance of hailing from Thompson Street, 
which the artist said was due to the position of 
the sun. As, however, we could not change 
the course of that luminary without some little 
trouble, we concluded that we would allow Re- 
morse to do its work. On one of the occa- 
sions in which the camera had its innings, we 
did succeed in keeping moderately still, and I 
cannot help regretting the fact that the pho- 
tographer forgot to put in a plate. 

On another occasion the only thing to mar 
the beauty of the scene was the unannounced 
entrance of an ox, who forced himself into our 
company without any invitation whatsoever. 
This informality on his part seriously shocked 
the finer feelings of almost all, and it was some 
little time before we could persuade him that 
it was entirely a private affair, 

I am compelled, in justice to the photog- 
rapher, to say that he did succeed in taking 
one good picture, which he kept himself to 
place in his sample-frame. Why the camera 
failed to make us laugh this time I cannot ex- 
plain, for it succeeded every other time it 
opened on us, which compels me to acknowl- 
edge that if I were not. already a humorist [ 
should like to be a camera. L. ARcy, 


Peruaps the American people begin to un- 
derstand what a wicked and cunning conspir- 
ator they have placed in the White House. A 
man who deliberately determines to do the 
best he can to give the country good govern- 
ment for four years, in order that he may re- 
tain office four years longer for the purpose of 
giving it bad government, cannot be too care- 
fully watched. —Loutsville Courier-Journal. 

SistER ANNE.—“ Now, Ethel, be sure and 
pray God to make you a good girl.” 

Ethel ( praying).— Dear Dod, pleath twy 
and make me a dood ’ittle dirl, and if at firth 
you don’t thuctheed, why twy, twy again.”— 
Chicago Rambler. 














Ir is said the “ Century” is one of the most 
successful clubs in New York, but we fail to 
find that it has a standing in any of the base- 
ball leagues. Perhaps it is not playing this 
year.— WVorristown Herald. 


How sweetly flattered Shakspere would have 
felt if he could only have looked. forward a 
couple of hundred years or so and seen the 
literary American editor using his pet phrase 
in the shape of “coil shuffling ”’ as a head-line 
for the daily grist of suicides.—.Somerville Jour- 
nal, 

MY SIMPLE FARE, 
Placid I am, content, serene; 
I take my slab of gypsum bread 
And chunks of oilymargarine 
Upon its tasteless side I spread. 


The egg I eat was never laid 
By any cackling feathered hen, 

But from the Lord knows what ’tis made 
In Newark, by unfeathered men. 


I wash my simple breakfast down 
With fragrant chicory so cheap; 

Or for the best black tea in town 
Dried willow-leaves I calmly steep. 


But if from man’s vile arts I flee, 
And drink pure water from the lea, 
I gulp down infusoriz, 
And quarts of raw bacteriz, 
And hideous rotatoriz, 
And wriggling polygastrice, 
And slimy diatomace, 
And hard-shelled ophryocercinz 
And double-barreled kolpodz, 
Non-loricated ambeedz 
And various animalculz 
Of middle, high and low degree, 
For nature just beats all creation 
In multiplied adulteration, 

—Rk. F. Burdette, in Brooklyn Eagle. 


GENERAL WOLSELEY denies that he offered 
a reward for Pain’s head. From the tone of 
his letter we judge that he decided early that 
Pain’s head was no better than the one he 
already had.—Philadelphia Inquirer. 

AN old proverb says: “All things come to 
him who can wait.”? If a man fees the waiter, 
some of the things will come to him much 
sooner.—lVorristown Herald. 


“‘So THIS is the vessel you have been brag- 
| ging so much about ?” 

“Yes, sir; there she lies, Beauty, ain’t she?” 
| “Beauty? You don’t call that unwieldy- 
looking tub a yacht, do you ?” 

“Certainly, she’s a yacht. She wa’n’t a 
yacht yesterday, I admit, but she’s a yacht 
now.” 

“ How can she be a yacht to-day if she was 
not a yacht yesterday ?” 

“Well, you see, I had her washed out, and 
I’ve filled up her cabin with liquors and cigars, 
put seven cases of lager and a barrel of beer 
in the fo’k’s’l, and if that don’t make her a 
yacht then I don’t know what a yacht is.”’— 
Boston Courier. 

Ir is said William H. English is so anxious 
to become a United States*Senator that he is 
willing to spend as much as one dollar and a 
half in his canvass.-PAiladelphia Inquirer. 

SPECIAL NOTICE. 


The INDEX TO VOLUME XVII. is now ready, and can 
be had on application at this office, without charge, or 
will be mailed to any address gratis. 





NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 
Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 
13th and 14th pages of Puck must be handed in on 
Wednesday before 3 Pp. M. 
Forms of the 15th page arg closed Friday at noon. 
Puck’s ALMANAC for 1878, 15 cents. 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884 and 
1885, 25 cents per copy. 
Puck ON WHEELS, No. 1, 1880, No. 3, 1882, No. 4, 
1883, and No. 5, 1884, 25 cents per copy. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 
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Below is a fac-simile of the Bottle of 
The Genuine 


Fred. Brown’s 
GINGER, 


SEE THAT STRIP OVER CORK IS UNBROKEN. 


a = 
tL IZE REDUCED ONE-FOURTH. 








Dose—For poe aceon ten aa” 
: faregoullle 10 We yodle oul halts ar pom 
: and ir a. child 2 to5 yer eters oleh fs to £0 cope. 
Do be given ti Sugarand Wider. 











—FOR— 
Cramps, Colic, Stomach-Ache, 


Indigestion, etc. 





FOR 
HAY FEVER, 


CATARRH, 
AND THROAT TROUBLES. 
CURES NERVOUSNESS, HEADACHE 
AND SLEEPLESSNESS. 


PRICE 50 CENTS A BOX, 
@ At druggists’ or by mail. Send for pamphlet. 
ALLEN COCAINE MFC. CO., 1254 Broadway, N. Y. 


EDEN MUSEE. —55, West 234 Street. 
Open from 11 toll. Sundays from 

to 11. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrore 

a a round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in tlie Winter 


Garden every afternoon ard evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 
dren, 25cents. ~ 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE. 


Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes. etc. 
No. 418 of the English ‘‘Puck”’ will be bought 


at this office at 10 cents per copy. In mailing 
please roll lengthwise. 














SHE thinks that Bach is ‘¢oh! so grand,” 
And Handel ‘so sublime,” 

That Haydn is **so quaint, you know,” 
Mozart ‘* behind the time ”’; 

That Beethoven is ‘just a love,” 
And Schubert ¢¢ quite divine ’’; 

That Schumann is ‘‘ too awful nice,” 
And Mendelssohn * so fine ’’; 

That Raff ’s «too sweet for anything,” 
And Berlioz, «‘ how he scores!” 

She loves that ‘* dear old, queer old Liszt,’’ 
But Wagner she « adores.” 

Six symphony performances 
She went to in the Fall; 

A fact which shows beyond a doubt 
Why now she knows it all. 

— Boston Saturday Gazette. 


E., Orrumwa.— Your question, ‘‘ Who 
was Malthus ?’’ is not an easy one. It is sup- 
posed, however, that he was the author of a 
collection of highly popular juvenile stories 
and verses, which were published not long ago 
under the title of “Baby Days,” — Courter- 
Journal. 

In 1365 playing tennis was forbidden in 
England, except by members of the royal fam- 
ily. It is an interesting coincidence that at 
that time the ladies of the royal family were 
the only ones in England who wore silk stock- 
ings.— Somerville Journal. 

From the number of denials coming from 
all over the country we conclude that the Presi- 
dent did not write half as many scathing letters 
as he should.—Piladelphia Inquirer. 

‘THOUGH there are now a number of married 
men in the Typographical Union, it is still 
well nigh impossible to get the word paregoric 
spelled correctly in a newspaper. — Courier- 


Journal. 


ApaM was the original 
ton Commercial Bulletin. 


“bare party.” —Bos- 





Physicians and 
Druggists Recommend 





FOR WEAK BACKS, KIDNEY OR LIVER TROUBLES 
BROWN’S IRON BITTERS, combining Iron with Pure 
Vegetable Tonics, quickly and effectually Strengthens 
the Nerves, Enriches and Purifies v~ Blood. 

It does not injure the teeth, cause or p constipa- 
tion—all other Iron medicines do. 
The Genuine has above trade mark and crossed red lines on 

wrapper, TAKE NO OTHER. 
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Over we Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. l4th ST., N. ¥. 
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THE CELEBRATED 


SiLAIv Os 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WARERCOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


CHICACO, ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


EPPS'S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


COCOA 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


_ Breakfast Cocoa 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal, costing lesa than one cent a 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easity digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
F well as for persons in health. 
Sold by Grocers jrocers everywhere. 


V. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass, =» 


COLUMBIA 
BICYCLES. 


THE POPULARSTEEDS OF TO-DAY 
COLUMBIA 
TRYCICLES. 


For Ladies and Gentlemen. 
ILLustRATED CaTALoGuE Sent Frer. 
THE POFE MFG. CO., 


597 Washington Street, 
BOSTON, MASS. 


BRANCH HOUSES 


Pe (2 Warren Street, New York. 
115 Wabash Ave., Chicago. 1:3 
=, al 


*3PrintingPress Fors”, 


Card & Label Press $3. Larger sizes $5 to $75. For 
old or young. Everything easy, printed directions. 
Send 2 stamps for Catalogue of Presses, Type, Cards, 
&c., to the factory, Ketsey & Co., Meriden, Conn, 
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VOLUME XVII. 


Orders for é0und copies of Volume XVII., 


OF “PUCK.” 


which was completed August 26th, 1885, will now be received. 


They will be made up of zew copies especially reserved for this purpose, and will contain a Title-Page and Index. 
I I y I ’ £ 


We bind our Volumes in the most approved style, the centre cartoon being brought forward, displaying each 


cartoon and the reading-matter under same in full. 


Price, Bound in Cloth.. 
Half Morocco............ 


OUR 


BINDERY. 


We will be pleased to receive orders from subscribers and the public in general who desire to have their 


own copies bound in the above style. 
per volume (26 numbers). 


Price, with Title-Page and Index, in Cloth, $1.25; 


Half Morocco, $2.00 


KrEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Pudlishers Puck, 


Nos. 21, 23 & 25 Warren St., New York. 
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For CLeansinG THR Sxtn and Scalp of Birth Humors, for allay 
ing Itching, Burning and Inflammation, for curing the first symp- 
toms of Eczema, Psoriasis, Milk Crust, Scall Head, Scrofula, and 
other inherited skin and blood diseases, CutTicura, the great Skin 
Cure, and Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier, externally, 


and Cuticura Resotvent, the new Blood Purifier, internally, are 
infallible. Absolutely pure. Sold everywhere. Price, CuTICURA. 
OC. Soap, 25c.; RESOLVENT, $1. PoTTER DRuG AND CHEMICAL 
‘o., Boston. 


&@ Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”’ 


of M4 
Pm od ie 
A‘ ° ° . 


INDIGESTION CURED. 


I suffered for more than five years with indigestion, scarcely 
able to retain the simplest food on my stomach, I declined in 
flesh, and suffered all the usual depressio. attendant upon this 
terrible disease. At last, failing to find relief in anything else, I 
commenced the use of Swift’s Specific. The medicine toned up 
the stomach, strengthened the digestive organs, andsoon all that 
burning ceased, and I couldretain my food without difficulty, Now 
my health is good, and I can eat_anything in the shape of food, 
and digest it without difficulty. Take the prescribed dose after 
eating. JAMES MANN, No. 14 Ivy St. 

For sale by all druggists. 

Treatise on Blood and Skin Diseases mailed free. 

THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., 
N. Y., 157 W. 23d St. Drawer 3, Atlanta, Ga. 


NCL O-ow'ss MILK 

CONDENSED 8 
MILKMAID BRAND. 

Economical and convenient for all 


kitchen purposes. Better for babies than 
uncondensed milk. Sold everywhere. 148 























sf AMERICAN Bicycles | 
a \C 


THE 2 AND 
HALLENGE,AFETY [DEAL 
ORMULLY & JEFFERY 


LS” 222-224 n.F RANK LIN ST CHICAGO 
| SEND STAMP FOR SCPAGE ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE T ILL 


oP FIRES 
Y'Q5 16 gr 


0 THE MAN R 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up 1m hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure, Suitable 
for presents. Try itonce. 


Address . F. CUNTHER, Confectioner 
CFs Madison St.. Chicago. " 


HABIT. Sure cure in 10 to 

30 days. Sanitarium treatment, 

or medicines by express, 15  ,9, 
ears established, ook free. 


r. Marsh, Quincy, Mich. 


Pickings from Puck. 
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Price 25 Cenis. 


For Sale by all Newsdealers, 


Mailed to any part of U. S. or Canada on receipt of price. 
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A MERITED REBUKE. 

WHITE (rushing in).—‘ Is Brown here ?” 

Green.—‘“‘ No.” 

White.—“ Has he been here any time within 
the last hour ?”’ 

Green. — “ No.’? 

White.—“Confound him! He said he would 
meet me here at five o’clock, and here it is 
half-past five. If you see him now, tell him I 
got tired of waiting around here for him and 
went off. Tell him I’ve no patience with men 
who don’t keep their appointments.” —Somer- 


ville Journal, 


A HOUSEHOLD journal says that “a very 
pretty cover for a milking-stool is made of 
golden-brown silk serge, with a conventional- 
ized apple-blossom in shaded pink silk, with 
the stamens in gold silk between the petals.” 
Very gay; but a much prettier cover for a 
milking-stool is a maid of golden-brown hair, 
rosy cheeks, silk-fringed eye-lids, and attired in 
a pink muslin dress. But we don’t often see 
them — outside of fiction.— Morristown Herald. 

Wuat we should like to know is whether 
either King Alfonso or Prince Bismarck could 
shut his eyes and tell, off-hand, where the 
Caroline Islands are.— Philadelphia Inquir r. 


Ir the gentleman who wrote the letter to 
President Cleveland has any information as to 
the person who struck William Patterson, he is 
not going to give it away.— Courier-Journal. 

A MAN in Bridgeport, Conn., committed sui- 
cide the other day in a horse-car. It is sup- 
posed that he wanted to catch a train.— Phi/a- 
adelphia Call. 

‘THE chamber-maid constantly reminds one 
of a dead person. She’s always returning to 
dust.— Boston Budget. 

‘THE Greenback party of New York will hold 
two conventions. The platform, no doubt, will 
be “ Hire a hall.””"— Philadelphia News. 





HONOGRAPHY, or Phonetic Short Hand. Catalogue of 
works by Benn Pitman and Jerome B, Howard, with alphabet 

and illustration for beginners, sent on application. Address; 

22 PHONOGRAPHIC INSTITUTE, Cincinnati, Ohio. 





Ten drops of Angostura Bitters impart a delicious flavor 
to all cold drinks and preventall Summer Diseases. Try it and 
you will never be without it, but be sure to get the world renowned 
Angostura, manufactured only by 

Dx. J. G.B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


58 WEST 28rd STREET, NEW YORK 








FALL OPENING. 
STOCK FULL AND COMPLETE. 
All the Novelties. Latest Designs. Newest Colorings. 


TO ORDER. 
Imported Diagonal Suits from $25.00 
Business Suits es 20.00 
» Fall Overcoats $s 18.00 
Pants “ 5.00 


Estimates furnished for Liveries and Uniforme. 


Wa Souler. 


145, 147, 149 Bowery 
and 
Broadway and oth Street, 
Opposite Stewart's, New York. 
Samples and Selfmeasurement Rules Mailed on Application, 


No. 418 of the English ‘‘Puck’’ will be bought 
at this office at 10 cents per copy. In mailing 
please roll lengthwise. 











QUAKER CHILI-CAKF 





CURES MALARIA! 


AND CHILLS AND FEVER. 
Superior to Quinine and all other Remedies. 
It will guzckly and adsolutely cure Malaria, Ague, or Chills and 


Fever, whether of short or long standing. It isin the form ofa cake, 
—to be eaten just as if it were a cake for refreshment. Pleasant to 


take and perfectly safe. Relief experienced within twenty-four 
hours. It acts gently and agreeably upon thestomach, liver, kid- 
neys and bowels, hence upon the blood, effectually r:moving the 
cause of the disease. 

Quaker Chill-Cake is pronounced by those who have used it the 
most efficacious remedy ever Known. A trial will convince the 
most skeptical. Price, One Dollar, by mail. Further informa- 
tion, circular, and testimony free. Address, 


GROFF & CO., 1520 Chestnut St., Phila., Pa. 
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DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. Y. 
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HHH 
Bik 21101 : 
An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures ——, Diarrheea, Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops impart a delicious fla- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 


beware of counterfeits. Ask your Grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. N. Y. 


PERLE D’OR 


CPLA DMEAGINE) 


Dry and Extra Dry. 
178 Duane St., N. Y. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 















The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Sts., 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
The highly celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We also 
recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Mait in 
existence. 








. 





JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS 


So.oBrALL DEALERS TuRouGHour Tne WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
4. EICKHORN, No.6 St. Mark’s Place. New York. 











No. 418 of the English ‘‘Puck”’ will be bought 
at this office at 10 cents per copy. In mailing 








please roll lengthwise. 






















































































A Few more weeks and readers of city news- 
papers will enjoy a surcease of such startling 
information as ‘* Bangs hit Knox for three bases, 
Smith caught Ferguson’s fly, and the Podunk 
players scored a run on a three-bagger by 
Simpson”; and “ Miss McFlimsey, of New 
York, who is spending the season at Saratoga, 
has eighty-seven dresses and many admirers.” 
The summer resort season and the base-ball 
season close about the same time.—Vor7istown 


Flerald. 


Tue Derrick and the Buizzard contest the 
newspaper field of Oil City, Pa. ‘The Derrick, 
in closing a notice of the death of Peter Gid- 
ders, lately said: “‘Shortly before six o’clock a 
lady began reading the Béizzard to him, and 
in less than two minutes he died.”—£/mira 
Advertiser. 

CHAIRMAN ‘TouRNEY, of the Democratic 
Convention, said: ‘‘A wooden man, a straw 
man, a blind mule and two Hungarians can 
get a railroad charter in this state.’ There 
seems to be a strong feeling in Pennsylvania 
against running railroads into the ground.— 
Philadelphia News. 


KEILEY ’s home at last, in time to make 
speeches in the Virginia campaign. It was by 
his public speeches in Virginia that Mr. Keiley 
developed his reputation for diplomacy. — 
Philadelphia News. 

STRANGE, is it not, that the only thing one 
ever hears about the Knights of Labor is that 
they are not doing any work.—/hiladelphia 
Inquirer. 

THE failure of the Chicago Current is a se- 


vere blow to amateur journalism in the West. 
—Philadelphia Press. 





Give Nature a Fair Show. 

Common equity forbids the ruthless robbery of mind 
and body by excessive demands without reasonable com- 
pensation. Persistence in such a course exhausts all the 
original forces unless they are re-supplied, and the end 
soon comes. Nothing equals Durry’s PuRE MALT 
WHISKEY for perfect efficiency in mental or physical re- 
construction, Made from the finest barley by a new 
purifying process that absolutely excludes all hurtful ele- 
ments, it furnishes nitrogen for the brain, carbon for the 
system, and cleansing for the blood, without clogging the 
natural channels with the dregs and debris of harmful 
drugs as decocted medicines do. Any first-class doctor 
will confirm these facts. Of any reliable grocer or 


237 


PUCK. 











a 


SOMETHING NEW! 

Dr. Scott’s 
Electric Hair Curler 
*’ Tooth Brush, 


Both sent to any part of the World on receipt 
of $1 .00. 


And if not perfectly satisfactory in every case, the money 
will be eee. 

Ladies sentlemen who wish to quickly bang, 
crimp orcurl the hair, beard ormoustacheby anew / 
method, or to possess sound, whiteteeth and rosy / 
gums, are invited to read the brief but inter- 

esting description of these new inventions. 
Dr. Scott's Electric Appliances are 
now sold and well known inevery part 
™ of the world, andare guaranteed by 


THE PALL MALL 
ELECTRIC 
ASSOCIATION 
OF LONDON, 
ENGLAND. 


























CENTS EACH, 
POSTP. 


GREAT rs 
ANNOYANCE 


has been caused to all people using tooth brushr 
e3, oY the bristles coming outinthe mouth, The 
Pall Mall Electric Association of Lon.« 
den now take pleasu:e in introducing tothe Am- 
erican public a Tooth Brush which they guaran- 
tee free from this troublesome defect, com- 
men to all other Teoth Brushes. 
The bristles are inserted in the handle bya 
ay process, which renders it simp- 
y impossible for them to como 
out in use. In addition to this, 
the randle of the Brush is made ofa 






























CENTS EACH, 
POSTPAID. 





LONDON ASSOCIATION 


now offer to the American public their new 
Electric Hair, Beard and Moustache 
Curler. Itisa handsome article, nickel-plat- 
ed, with anebonized handle, and it should oc- 
cupy a place in the toilet of every lady and 
gentleman in America. 

Byits aid te hair, beard or moustache 
can bocurled in any desired style in from 
one to two minutes. For ladies it a7 


Bang,” the a Curl,” and any 





, 
newly inven! permanent- other form desi by ladies wearing 
ly cha: with an electro-ma; their hair in the fashionable “loose 
netic current, which acts withou and fluffy” mode, ose who wear 
any shock ediately upon crimps or other forms of falsc hair 

nerves and tissues of the will find this Electric Curler 4 
mouthand actoft very usefularticle. 











































Thi 
aA gs y Pr oe cane 
9 flow into the nervece ke the or 
and roots of the teeth,and er and Curler’ works process, and in wet or hot 
like water poured upon charmingly. Its effect ‘weather it works asquick- 
a plant, it Eevigorates causes universal admira- id. For curl- 
and talizes ever tion, They are most simple the Moustache or 
rt,arresting decay, touse. I consider them wortha in a moment it 
uilding up and inea apiece to those who devoto ty) equal while 
restoring the nat- much attention to the ever changing itis so sim Ye in its 
ural whiteness of arrangement ofthe hair. L. LarGtrr. ° on | 
the enamel, and oe CaR.Ton Crus, Lonpon, W. one can use it 
ckly p' er ‘ Dr. Scott's ‘‘Electric Curler’ curis the properly the first 
ing healthful, Lyk 2 Moustache and Beard most perfectly. My wife ime. _Direc- 
rosy color ne & uses them in crimping her Hair, with &~ “oor? er 4 
Ky ‘ results. Cou. D. W. G. — 
U; The Royal Dental Society of London testify in the 


strongest terms as to the cuick benefits following the 
use of Dr. Scott’s Electric Tooth Brueh, and many experts 
in Centistry declare it to be the greatest invention in dental 
ppli since the fi of artificial teeth. 
The handles are strong, beautifully 
polished, not affected by acids, im jous to moisture, and 
forever free from that unpleasant, musty odor exuding fiom wet bone 
handles. These articles are sold by all Draggists and Fancy Goods Ieal- 
ers; but if you cannot get them conveniently, remit us the price by Draft, 
Check, Money, Post Office i or Stamps, at our risk, and they will be prompt- 


ly sent to any address " id. 
si" Either Sex) Wanted for Dr. Scott’s Beautiful Electric 
Corsets, Belts, Electric Hair, Flesh and Teeth Brushes 
and Insoles. No Risk. Quick Sales. Satisfaction guaranteed. For terms address 
» A. SCOTT, 842 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
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Mention Puck. 











PEARLS ;. MOUTH. 





Beauty and Fragrance 


Are communicated to the mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and 
the breath sweet, By those who have used it, vi is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. lt tho- 
roughly removes tartar from the teeth without injuring 
the enamel, 120 


Numbers 9, 10, 26, 371 and 418 of the English 
Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 








PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 





PREEMINENTLY PERFECT PIECES, POEMS AND PICTURES FROM PUCK. 


RS Mailed to all parts of the U. S. or Canada upon receipt of price. “GM 
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rite 


BEING A CHOICE COLLECTION OF 


For Sate By ALL NeEwspEALERS. Price 25 Cents. 





























AP PEST AASPDA TR SOL PAPE PANE OE EEN 


| THe GIANTorJOURNALISM! 
kK MILLION a DAY?! 
QURMOTTO-SHORT i LONG ADVERTISEMENTS 


SPICY SN 


EBON 
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Lear eas 
IN THIS 


EDITORIAL OFFICE 


LITH. 21~ 25 WARREN ST ty 
OFFICE OF “PUCK" 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK. 





